PREFACE
medicine* He advised me strongly against it, saying,
" I have other things in mind for you, larger plans/*
He insisted that I go on with my psycho-analytical
research work.) How often have my eyes wandered
reverently over the antiques upon his desk as I
discussed psychological problems with him. Here,
in this portrait, the sculptures seem symbolic. For
the life that Freud showed us was resurrected like
them from the dust of centuries. This man had rolled
away the stone from a wisdom that had lain long
underground, utterly hidden. In unflagging, dili-
gent archaeological work, he had brought forth from
the deepest strata precious finds whose existence
none had suspected.
For a moment the figure in the etching seemed
to be alive, seemed to step out of the past into the
present. It was as if Freud himself stood up from
the chair at his desk in his home in the Berggasse
and made as if to approach me. For the space of
a few quickened heart-beats I thought: he is alive.
I know, now that the impression has passed, that
we are called again to the labour of sorrow, that
unseen, prolonged process of separation in which we
take leave of our dear departed. It is work against
great odds, for so many objects, places, and circum-
stances remind us of the time he was still with us.
How can we accomplish this work which takes place
so heart-breakingly in the midst of memory. Yet
this silent process of the psyche is necessary, for our
energy must be dedicated to the demands of the day.
For me the demand of the day is to continue my
work, to write those books which I have so long
borne within me, to complete the researches I have
begun. That moment when Freud's picture seemed
to come to life now assumes more than momentary
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